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Untitled 


by butterflyswimmer 


Athena couldn’t remember a lot of her childhood, but she remembered Aura. 
She remembered Aura had always been there - or that everything that mattered 
had come after she’d arrived in their lives, and everything before had faded like 
a photo album you didn’t care to look at. 


She knew things had been different before Aura, though - and that the memories 
that came later had the air of being awoken from a bad dream. She knew things 
would’ve been different if she hadn’t been there, as much pain had come after - 

she was the oasis, and in more ways than Athena had first realised. 


It was a strange concoction of emotion she'd felt, looking back. Things her mind 
couldn’t yet understand as a child, like trying to match up infinite shades of 
colour to a primary palette. Not understanding how Aura could make her mother 
smile, when she couldn’t seem to. Not understanding, similarly, what Aura saw in 
her - then wanting to. Still, time passed, and they shifted into something of a 
family. Of course, she also gained Simon. And there was one thing she could 
understand, even back then: joy. Joy, airborne, and infectious. That was what 
Aura had brought, however she’d done it. Aura had made her mother happy. So, 
then,Aura had made her happy. 


Understanding the shades came later, like climbing up into the attic on a rainy 
day, sifting aimlessly through the grime and dust. There was a lot of time to do 
that when nobody was coming back home. And when the colours had clouded 
Athena’s mind, she’d forgotten almost every distinct image, like something had 
been spilt over a watercolour painting. It was something she could see best now, 
looking back at that time - those memories came apart like sodden paper in her 
fingers. 


Of course, even this ability to recollect it all was something that had only come 
later, after the haze - and once she’d spoken to Juniper, she’d said it had been 
the same for her. That was why things had played out as they had that day at 
Themis Legal Academy - with pauses between sentences, and stares like you 
were trying to will something to make sense. That moment had been so much 
more than just their first face-to- face meeting after all those years. 

Aura had been the oasis. Aura had made everything make sense - she’d never 
forgotten that, whatever came later, and she had always been thankful, because 
it had given her some way to look back and understand the shades: that they all 
experienced them. To understand that maybe it was because her mother was 
the way she was that Aura had loved her. And that, perhaps, then, she could do 
the same. 


Eventually they'd talk about that, and they’d learn together that it was never too late 
for things like love. But before even that time had come, there was perhaps the 
greatest thing Aura had given: something that couldn’t be separated from her mother, 
their family: something that permeated everything, so that she understood it best of 
all in its absence. 


After all, it had been strange, hadn’t it? Her mother had died. She was what Athena 
should’ve craved. But rather, it was a warmth - one she only realised she needed too 
late. One she never stopped needing - and this was something she realised only 
when she was fortunate enough to find it again. 


On that day, it had been dizzying - because all it had taken was one look at Juniper, 
after all those years, for it to all make sense. She had Aura to thank for teaching her 
that before she’d ever realised she’d learnt it. 

Maybe her childhood was only distant before the point at which she’d realised who 
she was. And maybe that point had been the first time she’d seen her mother and 
Aura kiss, or maybe it had been the first time she’d seen them smile at one another. 
It was hard to tell, because those things had happened at the very same time that 
Juniper started coming to the Space Center every day, and they'd started filling time 
with words, or silence, holding hands, or only sitting close. It had been a time of 
gentle looks - and another thing she’d realised, even back then, was that the looks 
Juniper gave her were the same looks Aura gave her mother. 


Everything had made sense in the end, and she couldn't imagine how any of it 
would’ve played out if things had been different. Happiness had been laid to rest with 
her childhood, with the paper-fragile memories, then caught up all too fast when 
they’d met again. That was the point at which she’d understood the gallery in her 
mind, and everything it meant, about both herself and the people she loved. 


They say there are moments where you come to understand that everything happens 
for a reason, and that you wouldn't change any of it. Moments where you let go of the 
past, and learnt to look towards the future, the blank slate. That might've been the 
first time she saw Juniper again. It might've been the first time they 

held hands again. Or it might’ve been the first time they kissed, the continuation, and 
the beginning she’d been searching for. 


Athena didn’t know in which moment exactly the ghosts had been laid to rest. What 
she did know was that what they’d left behind was a clear image of everything that 

had led her to that day, and herself: indeed, everything, and it was because of that 

that she was finally able to love it all. 


end 


Pride 
by Hannah B. 


Working at the Wright Anything Agency had a lot of perks, but a functional air 
conditioning unit was not one of them. 

Apollo picked up a file and flicked through it lazily. He had already discarded his 
waistcoat and tie, rolled up his sleeves and undone the first two buttons of his shirt, but it 
still wasn’t enough. Even Charley‘s leaves were drooping in the heat. 

“Are you sure there’s nowhere left to investigate?” he asked Athena hopefully. She 
was sitting next to a fan, not even pretending to be working. “Preferably somewhere cold. 
Do you think the prosecutor’s office has A/C?” 

“Any excuse to see your crush,” replied Athena. She ducked just in time to avoid the 
pen that he threw at her head. “But, you’re right. | vote we investigate the ice cream 
parlour. ~Vienes?” 

Apollo glanced at the box of files, then at the open door, through which came a faint, 
cooling breeze. It was no contest. He followed Athena out of the office. 

The streets were busy, which was unusual for mid-July. Even more unusual were the 
balloons and flags hanging at the entrance to People Park. It seemed like the whole 
population of Los Angeles had gathered there and Apollo recognised former clients and 
witnesses everywhere. 

Robin Newman was dragging Vera Misham through the crowd, which worried him 
until he saw the shy smile on Vera’s face. Jinxie Tenma was sticking rainbow 
coloured charms onto peoples’ faces and the Kitaki family were selling pastries. 

Even the Judge had left the courthouse, and was running after a small child, while 
two women watched them proudly. 

“Hey, look who’s here!” yelled Athena suddenly. 

They followed the familiar blue suit until they came to Mr. Wright, who was talking 
quietly into his phone. Trucy and Pearl were playing a clapping game on the grass. 

“Polly!” cried Trucy, jumping up as soon as their eyes met. She threw herself into his 
arms. “Isn't this great? | thought you weren’t coming, daddy said you had a client.” 

“We're taking a break,” he replied. “What are you guys doing here?” 

“It's Pride weekend!” Trucy told him. “Daddy and | come here every year to 
celebrate, it’s a family tradition.” 

“Isn't it beautiful?” Pearl sighed dreamily. Beautiful wasn’t a word that was usually 
associated with People Park, but he had to agree that the rainbow decorations vastly 
improved the place. Phoenix pressed a button on his phone and headed over to them, 
stony-faced. 

“We’re sorry, Mr. Wright!” Athena said. “We'll just grab some noodles and get back to 
the office right away.” 

“No, stay as long as you want,” he replied, still looking upset. “I’m glad you came, 
actually. | was hoping to meet up with a friend, but he can’t bring himself to be seen 
at events like this. Even though plenty of straight people are here.” 

“I’m sorry,” said Apollo. “Maybe he just needs some more time. It’s not easy coming 
out, especially if you’re the district's Chief Prosecutor.” 

“Working with me has really brought out your deductive skills.” Phoenix said, forcing 
a laugh. 

“Uncle Edgeworth’s the one with the logic,” Trucy pointed out. This time, Phoenix 
really did start laughing. 


The afternoon passed surprisingly quickly. Phoenix bought everyone a box of 
noodles (to share) and Juniper appeared, holding a tray of the Kitaki family’s cakes. 
The high quality of their baked goods never ceased to amaze him and the cakes 
were gone within minutes. 

Everything was peaceful, but that didn’t account for the sense of contentment he felt. 
Maybe it was because of the warm and friendly atmosphere of LA Pride, or perhaps 
because at some point over the last few months, the Wright Anything Agency had 
stopped feeling like a job and started feeling more like a family. 


The sun had begun to set when people started gathering around a stage. Trucy led 
them onstage, up a staircase and into a dressing room, where Apollo locked eyes 
with the last person he’d expected to see. 

“Willkommen, Herr Forehead!” Klavier greeted him with an enthusiastic hug and it 
was only when he stepped back that he noticed the glittery suit that the Rockstar 
was wearing. “Come to enjoy the show?” 

“| didn’t know you performed at these events.” Apollo said. “What about your image?” 
Klavier laughed bitterly. 

“When | wrote ‘My Boyfriend is the Prosecution’s Witness’, | was expecting everything to 
change, but no, bisexuality is still erased by the media. On the bright side, | get to play venues 
like this without making the headlines.” 

“Lucky you,” came another voice and Apollo turned around to see another 
unexpected guest: Chief Prosecutor Edgeworth. “I have a feeling my face is going to 
be plastered all over tomorrow’s papers.” 

Phoenix offered Edgeworth his hand, and after a moment of hesitation, he took it. 
They made an excellent pair and Apollo made up his mind to file a lawsuit against 
any journalists who dared to criticise them. 

“Achtung, baby, it’s time to rock!” Klavier grabbed a guitar and walked over to him. 
“Would you care to join me onstage? | have spare instruments.” 

“The only thing | can play is the triangle,” Apollo said. Klavier held up a triangle with 
a hopeful expression. “I’m just kidding, you don’t want me ruining the show with my 
terrible triangle playing. | will be in the audience though, so try to keep the volume 
down.” 

“No promises!” Klavier winked at him and headed to the stage. 

The others walked to the front of the crowd, which had grown to an unbelievable 
size. All around them were people of all shapes and sizes, genders, ages and 
sexualities, all smiling and chatting to their friends. Juniper’s head was resting against 
Athena’s shoulder and as Klavier started to sing, Trucy’s hand found its way into his. 


There was something magical about Pride and Apollo found that he couldn't wait to 
share the rest of the evening with the people he loved the most. 


end 
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Muffins 
by Josephine S. 


Someone knocked at the door of the Agency. Strange, as most people walked in. Mr. 
Wright was released from the clinic, Trucy forced him to stay put. Despite it being June, he 
allowed Trucy to tuck him in with three separate blankets. “To keep him safe,” she had 
explained, as if such a measure would stop the man from injuring himself. But if he was on 
the verge of heat stroke, Mr. Wright didn’t show it. He merely lay there, smiling bemusedly 
at the ceiling. 

“You mind getting that?” 

So Apollo got up, and fought his urge to roll his eyes at the ridiculous man. 

“Perfect,” was the first thing Wocky said when Apollo opened the door. “Just the G | 
was hoping for!” 

“Don’t tell me one of his ex-gangster co-workers needs defending.” 

He was presented a paper box. Plastered on the top was a fox sticker. 

“My old man told me to bring these to ya’ to say thanks.” 

Curious, he opened it. There were muffins sitting on a tray. Warmth radiated off them, 
as if Wocky had run straight from the bakery. They smelled good too. Vanilla and sugar and 
butter, all rolled into the neat confections before him. 

“| think I'd prefer an early paycheck,” Apollo thought. 

“What did you get?” Mr. Wright called over to them. 

“Muffins.” 

“Mind if | take one? Trucy said she’d get me breakfast, four hours ago.” 

“Sure.” 

“Can you bring it here?” 

Apollo did just that. Then he turned to Wocky. His bulky jacket was gone, but he wasn't 
any less flashy. Instead he wore a bright apron, fox logo on the front. 

“Also I’m also like, sorry for giving ya’ such a hard time as a defendant. It was wack of 
me to do that, but you didn't give up.” 

“| appreciate it.” 

“Apollo-gy,” Mr. Wright muttered between bites of his food. “‘Dish ‘ish really good!” 

Apollo sighed in disgust. He wasn’t certain if the man’s pun or mouth full of food was 
worse. 

“Make sure the little G gets one too.” 

“Sure.” 

They stood there in strange silence, unsure of what to say. Wocky stopped fidgeting 
and spoke. 

“Later.” 

“Bye.” 


Apollo honestly hadn't expected Wocky to return. He’d apologized for his actions, 
unlike other people dozing on the couch. 

“Hiya,” he greeted. “What’re you doing back?” 

“| figured your boss ate most of ‘em.” 

Trucy swooped down, cape billowing behind her. In the confusion of powder-blue, they 
were stolen. They’d barely touched his hands before being snatched out of them. 

“Daddy! Wake up!” Trucy was bouncing on the sofa. “We won't have to buy groceries!” 


“Hey!” 

“She’s been taking lessons from a Great Thief,” Mr. Wright yawned. 

“Thievery’s like a magician’s escape act! You avoid being caught, swap something 
valuable with dead weight-” 

“No breaking and entering until you’re old enough to get your ears pierced,” Mr. 
Wright interrupted, suddenly growing stern. 

“But | already have my ears pierced,” Trucy tugged away her hair, displaying earrings. 

“Oh, ok.” 

“Gee, great parenting there.” 

Mr. Wright pretended to fall back asleep. 

“I’m sure I'll get one.” 

“If ya’ say so.” 

Wocky shrugged, voice uncharacteristically level. Apollo knew better than to think that 
was it. Sure enough, at eleven the next day he was back. Wocky attempted to hide the 
muffins in his apron. Trucy dramatically felt around the void of her magic panties and 
found them. The next time he just brought extra. 

“She'll be too distracted.” 


He was right about that, and the muffins were surprisingly good. But that hadn't settled 
the matter, not in Wocky’s books. Perhaps Wocky wasn’t convinced that he was getting 
any muffins, because he kept bringing them over. 

“You’re back.” 

With each day that passed, the statement became more familiar. 

“You suits take lunch don't cha’? Either way, I’m on break, so you'll just have to deal 
with it bizzzoy!” 

“Come in?” Apollo half-asked, stepping from the door. 

He showed Wocky to the kitchenette. Apollo cleared some counter space, and offered 
him a drink. Wocky, as it turned out, was a tea snob. 

“You can't just put some leaves in the water and hope for the best!” Wocky snarled, 
taking the kettle from him. “That’s whack!” 

“Isn't that how you make tea?” 

“As a Kitaki, I’ve inherited best tastes a gangster can have! Here!” 

Under Wocky’s watchful glare, he accepted the mug and took a polite sip. The warmth 
creeping across his face only had a little to do with the tea. Much like the muffins, it was 
surprisingly good. How had Wocky transformed boiled water and a tea bag into something 
special? Despite his burning tongue, he had to take another gulp. 

“So uh, Lawyer-Boy, I’ve been meanin’ to tell ya’-” 

“Y-yes?” 

“My old man’s arranged the financials. I'm set to go for surgery.” 

“Oh,” he was surprised by this. Wocky had given no indication his surgery was coming 
up. Apprehension squeezed his stomach. “Will it be dangerous?” 

“Don’t chu’ worry,” Wocky leaned towards him, grinning brightly. “I’ve had worse knife 
fights!” 

“K-knife fights?!” 

“You gonna’ wish me well or what?” 


Wocky folded his arms. Apollo had not noticed before, but he looked smaller without 
his jacket, fragile. 

Then, to Apollo’s utter mortification, Trucy spoke, “how about a kiss for luck?” 

“What?! I’m not- we’re-” 

“Daddy gives me one before a show! And when he didn't... well, | can’t use the 
jigsaw in my acts anymore.” 

“| wouldn't hold kissing on the job against you,” Mr. Wright chimed, peeking into the 
kitchen. “Oh more muffins.” 

Wocky practically bared his teeth at the man. 

“Strawberry-lemon huh? I’m allergic to those. Or is it death threats? Haha.” 

Mr. Wright hastily retreated. 

“You gonna’ give me that boost of chance?” 

Wocky sounded like he was joking, but Apollo thought about it seriously. Wocky’s 
visits were nice, they meshed perfectly with his days. The Wright’s idea wasn't bad by a 
long shot, and he needed to reply somehow... 

Trucy nervously giggled. 


“Polly, you know | was talking about the cheek, right?” 


They ignored her advice. 


end 
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Crushes and Confessions 
by Healy M. 


“Ok, Trucy, take a left!” Pearl called out. Athena and Juniper could be heard 
giggling in the back of Trucy’s van as the turn pushed them into each other- just 
as they had with every turn on their way to the newly opened “Neo Olde Tokyo” 
theme park. 

Pearl jumped up and down in her seat excitedly and announced “We're 
almost there! Just a little bit further!” 

Trucy smiled at Pearl, although she knew it looked awkward. More like one of 
her “ta-da!” smiles on stage than a real one. Not that she wasn’t excited! 
Spending time with Juniper, Athena, Pearl was her favorite activity! Even if she’d 
been nervous about inviting Pearl. 

It was Athena who had suggested it. She’d asked to bring her girlfriend 
along, and out of concern for Trucy third-wheeling, Athena suggested that Pearl 
ought to come. Trucy deflected but Athena pushed back and Trucy had suddenly 
confessed her anxiety. 

Trucy had a crush on Pearl. 

Athena was, of course, excited to hear this. Never keep your feelings locked 
up- that’s her motto! After some comfort, reassurance, and ice cream, Athena 
and Trucy came to an agreement: they’d invite Pearl to the amusement park. 
Meanwhile, Athena and Junie would help Trucy find the courage to confess her 
feelings. It had seemed like a good idea at the time. 

But now? Trucy was too nervous to think she could pull it off, especially with 
Pearl’s hand resting on her arm. 

“We're here!” she said, pointing at the Evil Magistrate’s castle on the horizon. 


They started by going on some of the biggest rides, but Pearl, who wasn’t 
used to roller coasters, soon started to feel their effects. 

“Oh... I- | need to sit down,” she stammered. She collapsed onto a bench 
and leaned her head back. It was spinning, and her stomach wasn't doing well. 

“Pearl, are you ok?” Trucy asked, as she rushed to her side. 

“Here, drink this.” Juniper handed her a water bottle, which Pearl graciously 
accepted. 

“What else do you need?” Athena asked. “If it'd be best for you, | don’t mind 
leaving!” She looked towards the park entrance, trying to calculate how far she 
could carry Pear! without her arms giving out. 

“I’m ok, just a bit dizzy. Don’t let me stop you from enjoying the park.” 

“Pearl, we’re not gonna just leave you-” Athena was suddenly cut off by 
Trucy. 

“You two go; I'll stay with Pearls.” Trucy interrupted her. “You should have fun 
on your date! Besides...” She lowered her voice. “I’m more of a Jammin’ Ninja 
girl myself.” 


Pearl, who had been nodding along with her, gasped as though she’d confessed to 
murder. “Trucy, the Steel Samurai is a hero!” 

“But he’s a lame one!” Trucy retorted, laughing. 

“Well, | guess you look a little better...” Athena shared a meaningful glance with 
Juniper. “We'll be back in about an hour.” 

“Call us if anything happens,” said Juniper anxiously. 

“We'll be fine! Don’t worry!” Pearl replied. 


Of course, not fifteen minutes later, they were lost, unable to find the bench they’d 
left behind. 

“We still have time until the others come back.” Pearl mused. “It must be somewhere. 
The park is big, but it’s not limitless.” 

“It sure is big!” Trucy nodded. “A dozen different coasters, plus water rides... there’s 
even a ferris wheel!” 

“That's it!” Pearl clasped her hands together: “If we go on the ferris wheel, we can 
see everything from the top!” 

“Great idea, Pearls!” 

Pearl made a beeline for the wheel, grabbing Trucy’s hand and pulling her through 
the crowds. Once they were on the ride, they immediately pressed their faces to the 
window, searching for the coaster they’d been sitting under. 

“Got it!” Pearl cried, pointing towards a small, blue shape. 

“Good job, Pearls!” Trucy grinned. “We'll have to rush to make it back, but at least we 
found it.” 

Pearl nodded as she gazed around, taking in the view, but with less scrutiny and 
more wonder. Trucy found her focus landing back on Pearl. Even with all the 
eye-catching rides and breathtaking landscapes around them, the most beautiful thing 
Trucy could see... was still Pearl. 

“Listen, Pearl, | have something to tell you,” Trucy began, her eyes pointed down. 

“Is something wrong?” Pearl asked. She bent down to check on her, and Trucy 
looked up to meet her eyes. 

“No, nothing’s wrong. I’ve just... been trying to work up the courage to confess 
something. For a while now.” 

She could feel her pulse quickening and her mouth drying out, but it was too late to 
stop. “You’re my best friend and | don’t want to keep secrets from you, but you’re always 
so sweet and great and wonderful to be around that I, uh, think | kind of developed a 
crush on you. And | know you don't feel the same way! But like | said, you’re my best 
friend, and | couldn’t hide this from you. It felt... wrong.” 

Trucy inhaled heavily. She couldn’t bring herself to look at Pearl. What would she 
see? Disappointment? Disgust? 

But, as she lifted her head, she saw Pearl’s hand being offered to her. She felt 
herself start to cry as she took it, gingerly, into her own. Their ferris wheel car came to a 
stop halfway down. Trucy glanced at the window, then back at Pearl, who was blinking 
back tears. 

“| thought,” she started, and her tears turned into hiccupping giggles. “I thought you’d 
figured out that | had a crush on you, and you were going to say you didn’t like me. I’d 
been so nervous about telling you, I’ve never had a crush before- | had no idea how ask 
someone out.” She squeezed Trucy’s hand. 

When she looked out to see the ground approaching again, she spoke softly. “This 
seems like a pretty good place for a first kiss, don’t you think?” 

Leaning inwards, the two touched lips in a sweet, small peck. And all of a sudden, 
Trucy’s worries were gone. 


end 


Mr. Ace Detective 
by Luke Meissner 


Luke gave himself a once-over in the mirror. “Chest sufficiently binded, jawline 
stealthily contoured, hair attractively mussed up...” He paused and ran a gloved hand 
through his hair one more time for good measure. “There. Luke, you handsome 
devil,” he said with a grin, in the deepest voice he could muster. “The world’s going to 
be taken by storm by you.” 


He left his small apartment, monitoring himself closely. He always walked 
confidently and with pride, but he still had to be careful. Taking steps that were just 
the tiniest bit too small or any swaying of his hips sometimes meant the difference 
between baristas and cashiers fumbling before calling him “sir” or sweetly smiling and 
saying “Here you go, ma’am!”. And if there was one thing Luke Atmey, Ace Detective 
wanted to avoid, it was immediately being pinned as a woman after going to such 
great lengths to get away from anyone who knew him during childhood. Leaving his 
tiny rural British hometown to make a name for himself in bright, shiny Los Angeles 
was ideal, not only because California was in desperate need of an Ace such as 
himself, but also because locals wouldn't say “oh, the little Atmey girl’s started her 
own agency!” 


“Welcome to the Los Angeles Center for Detectives and Private Investigators, how 
can | help you?”, said a very bored looking secretary, hand on their cheek. Luke 
cleared his throat before speaking to them. 


“l’m looking for Detective Gant’s seminar and support group for young, 
up-and-coming investigators. If you would be so kind as to direct me...” Luke said, 
trying to talk as naturally as possible in chest voice. The secretary cut him off. 


“To the right, and first door on your left.” 


Luke dashed off without saying another word. He needed to enter with a bang, so 
he could turn heads and be the center of attention. 


“Hey, pal!” said a cheerful voice, before Luke could make any kind of a dramatic 
introductory speech. It came from a heavyset scruffy young man in a trench coat, 
something Luke took as a sign of being a Sherlock Holmes wannabe and not a true 
Ace Professional. He was, in Luke’s opinion, mildly attractive, but his trench coat! 
“I’ve never met you at the police academy. You must be new to the force!” 


Luke curled his lip at the insinuation before chuckling. He was quite 
obviously dealing with the sort of riffraff he had expected to avoid during his 
career. “Clearly you are mistaken, my dimwitted friend. |, unlike you, am not 
one of those ramen-slurping police ‘detectives’, if one can even call them that. 
On the contrary, | am an Ace Detective, a private investigator, taking the 
cases your lot are hesitant to so much as glance at.” 


“Sorry, Mr. Ace Detective, sir. | just wanted to be friendly, that’s all.” The 
detective hung his head. 


“Detective Atmey will do,” said Luke, trying his best to conceal a grin. It 
was best to not blow his confident persona and give the ruggedly handsome 
detective impersonator the idea Luke liked him (which he didn't, of course!) 


Luke smiled to himself as the detective walked away, embarrassed. The 
sooner he established himself as the top person in the room, the better. 


The meeting itself wasn’t worth half the hype Luke had heard. Besides the 
man he had talked to earlier, the only other attendants were a few bright-eyes 
new police recruits, an obnoxious amateur investigator named Thomas Bester 
that made Luke want to break his pencil in half (how dare anyone infringe 
upon his brand!), and a small twelve-year-old named Desirée who meant to 
go to a biker rally but had made a wrong turn somewhere along the way. 
Damon Gant himself gave Luke very uncomfortable vibes. He clearly wasn't 
what he said he was. 


But at the end of the day, when Luke had come home, decompressed, 
and mused on his own genius observations, he considered the day a relative 
success. Any day that a (“Cute? Would | stoop so low as to call a police 
detective cute?”) man called him “Mister Ace Detective” was a decent day in 
his book. 


end 
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Measure for Measure 
by Cteranodon 


Apollo picked up the glass on his nightstand and took a quiet sip. He could hear 
Clay’s exchange with the pizza delivery person from the bedroom. 

“Aaaaaaand this is all yours. Thank you!” 

“Thank you. Have a nice night, sir.” 

There was a beat before Clay replied. “Well, same to you, friend!” 

Clay sauntered back into the room, placing the pizza on his own nightstand. Apollo, 
lying on the bed,carefully watched him as he served up the pizza on two 
brightly-colored plastic plates. Clay was humming all the while, wearing that 
expression that seemed to appear whenever he was proud of himself for some 
reason or other. 

“So what’s that all about?” Apollo finally asked as he accepted his plate. 

Clay’s eyes flashed. He was hoping Apollo would ask. 

“It's 10:30pm,” he said, “and the delivery person called me ‘sir.’ You know what 
that means?” 

Apollo considered it. “Means he’d knight you if he could.” 

“Well, probably.” Clay laid on the bed, swinging his legs to rest diagonally across 
Apollo’s. “But more importantly, it seals today as the 100th straight day of exclusively 
being referred to as male.” 

“That’s excellent! But... wait...” Apollo’s reaction took a moment to catch up with 
him. “How do you...know that?” 

Clay looked at him with puzzled concern, as though he’d asked why it got dark at 
night. “I’ve been tracking the trend, obviously.” 

Apollo swallowed down a bite of pizza before responding. “That’s an... oddly 
specific thing to be keeping track of.” 

“You’re implying that’s the only thing,” Clay said, raising an eyebrow. “Part of the 
experience of my transition has been quantifying the most important features of it.” 

“You might be the only person who takes more joy than | do out of making things 
unnecessarily complicated.” Apollo made sure he spoke with all the affection in the 
world. “So what are some other stats?” 

Clay grinned the bright, unrestrained grin Apollo had fallen in love with years ago. 
“Average frequency of my voice has gone down by about 60 hertz.” 

“You've been measuring your voice?” Apollo was so surprised, he almost forgot to 
be impressed. “How have you even been doing that?” 

“Apollo, do you know what a microphone is?” Clay asked, deadpan. 

“...Well, sure.” 

“You know how laptops usually come with microphones on them?” 

“Okay, you’ve made your point. Go on.” 

Clay wasted no time getting back on track. “Well, my waist circumference is up by 
7.3 centimeters, my hip circumference is down 4.4 centimeters, and forearms are up 
0.8 centimeters.” 

“Can you convert those to inches for me?” Apollo asked with mocking sweetness. 

“What do | look like, some kind of hooligan?” Clay's accusatory tone mismatched 
his widening smile. 


After a minute of silent eating, Apollo set his plate on his nightstand and rolled back 
around to curl against Clay’s arm. “Of course, | think it’s awesome that you’re able to keep 
track of all this stuff. And really, | should have expected it.” 

“Keeping close tabs on something is part of my reaction when | really care about the 
results.” Clay put his pizza-free hand on the side of Apollo’s head, slowly and gently combing 
fingers through his hair. “Besides, | have you to thank. You being just as happy for my 
transition as | am makes it fun for me to add extra steps to the process.” 

Apollo nuzzled his forehead tightly against Clay’s shoulder. “It’s always a pleasure to help. 
Just tell me sooner about this kind of thing next time, alright?” 

Clay was silent for a few moments, apparently giving Apollo’s request serious 
consideration. 

“You know... there is something else.” 

Somehow, the way he said it made Apollo’s heart begin to glow. “Something else? You 
mean something else you’ve memorized all the stats on?” 

Clay put his own plate aside. He gently nudged against Apollo — Apollo’s cue to lift himself 
a few inches/centimeters from the bed. Clay slid his arm around in order to hold Apollo in the 
crook of his shoulder. 

“We've had this apartment for 135 days,” Clay began. “Since we moved in, you’ve 
preempted my bad days with your own baking nine times.” 

Apollo wouldn’t have been able to hold down his smile if he wanted to. Their relationship 
was the thing Clay was tracking so closely. 

“So how many days are we into our relationship, then?” Apollo asked. 

“Officially? It’s been 815 days. But we did have our first kiss 869 days ago...” 

“Well yeah...” Had it been that long? Apollo could still remember the feeling like it was 
yesterday. “But we had some stuff to figure out before we could be together.” 

“By ‘some stuff’ | assume you mean how you thought the kiss was platonic. 

“ll never be living that down, will 1?” 

“Never.” Clay closed his eyes, grinning broadly at the ceiling. “In the last 815 days, I’ve 
cried in your arms six times, I’ve helped you through ten all-nighters and you’ve helped me 
through seventeen, and we’ve tended to each other through a collective total of eleven sick 
days.” 

“Clay...” Apollo was floored. “You’ve always been great with numbers, but this is really 
something else.” 

“You want to hear the most important one?” Clay still bore an ecstatic smile, but his voice 
was sounding drowsy. 
“ Of course.” Now what could the most important number be? Apollo wondered. Clay nodded. 

“l’ve fallen in love with you no fewer than two hundred forty-four times.” 

That was pretty important. “You know,” Apollo managed to respond, “I’m sure my number 
is somewhere up there, too. I’m also sure you've written these numbers down, and you can’t 
just keep them in your head the whole time.” 

“You're as smart as you look, Justice...” It was clear: Clay was definitely falling asleep. 
Apollo was happy to stay where he was until he drifted off, too. 

And when he was almost there, he could swear he heard Clay breathe out one final 
thought. 

“... Two hundred forty-five.” 


end 
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Carrying the Torch 
by Nakita 


Franziska sighed, doing her best to restrain herself from glancing at the 
clock again. Skye and Faraday were late. Again. Honestly, it was a wonder how 
the law enforcement departments of this country kept running smoothly. 
Working with her two colleagues—friends—taught her to go with the flow, even 
if she had to be dragged into the current. She still had to wonder how the 
country didn’t collapse under such foolishness. 

The bell hanging from the cafe door dinged at 2:17 pm (damn these foolish 
Americans with their foolish time-telling ways) as someone wrestled it open. 
Franziska turned to look, only to wrinkle her nose in disappointment as the 
person who stepped inside was neither a defense attorney with wild hair nor a 
detective with a lab coat. 

She glanced at her phone again, debating whether or not a fourth text sent 
to the group chat would be considered excessive. Perhaps Ema was caught up 
in a call, but Kay’s trial should’ve finished yesterday, even if there was the 
leftover paperwork to do. Surely there were perfectly logical reasons why 
neither of them answered her first, second, or third texts, but dammit her cheap 
tea was cold by now. 

The bell dinged again at 2:24, the other two members of the Yatagarasu 
shuffling inside. They placed their orders at the counter, grabbing their vibrating 
coasters, very pointedly not making eye contact with a glaring Franziska until 
they sat down. 

“You're nine minutes late,” Franziska frowned, glancing at the chocolate 
chunk cookie Ema was nibbling on. “Really? Are Snackoos not enough for you 
anymore?” 

Ema shrugged, raising a steaming carry-out cup. “It balances out the 
coffee.” 

“It's because she’s a heathen and drinks her coffee blacker than humanly 
possible.” Kay played with the straw of her smoothie. “But she knows | love her 
anyways, no matter how bad her taste in beverages is.” 

“Hey,” Ema warned, jabbing the cookie at her girlfriend. “Remember when 
coffee ‘blacker than humanly possible’ saved your butt in like, every other 
case? For a Great Thief, you can barely keep your eyes open past eleven.” 

Kay sniffed. “| get desperate.” 

“It's nice to see the both of you again,” Franziska deadpanned. “The both of 
you never cease to amaze me with your endless bickering, you foolish 
lovebirds.” 

The response was immediate: Ema leaned back in her chair and raised an 
eyebrow, while Kay wagged a finger in a manner that reminded Franziska of 
herself. How annoying. 

“Are we seriously doing this right now?” Ema asked. “Because the word 
‘amaze’ sounds like it could be replaced with ‘annoy,’ and if you really, really 
want to pull punches right now—” 


Kay snorted. “Here we go.” 

“I can’t believe you still think you have room to call us ‘foolish lovebirds’ after 
how many times Kay and | caught you on the phone with Maya Fey?” 

Franziska managed a scoff, hoping that taking a sip of her cold, disgusting tea 
would hide the hot blush spreading across her face. Maya Fey might not have been 
an official member of the Yatagarasu, but she sure showed up to the scene just as 
often. 

“You two, always with your—your canoodling.” She managed another deadpan 
stare, knowing full well that neither Kay nor Ema would be fazed by it. “I’m allowed 
to have phone calls with my significant other.” 

Kay and Ema burst out laughing, one obnoxiously slapping the table and the 
other spraying coffee. Franziska cringed, glancing around the cafe. It was mostly 
empty, the last of the lunch rush petering out. 

As the table grew quiet, Franziska noticed Kay grew more subdued. Perhaps 
not in the sense that she was making things awkward, but she did fall into one of 
those moods every now and again. There was a quiet sort of reverence every time, 
respecting what her father had started, and what Tyrell Badd tried to preserve. 

“Do you think my dad would be proud?” 

It was the same question every time, not that Franziska could blame her. She 
wasn’t the only one that questioned the path she chose, or the path laid out for 
them by their fathers before them. 

The answer never changed. 

“Yes,” Franziska said. “He would be very proud.” 

“Yeah.” Kay fingered the defense attorney's badge on the lapel of her blazer, 
though Franziska knew the badge of the Yatagarasu decorated its inner lining. 

“Even if things did end up turning out different, you know?” 

Different indeed; Kay joined Raymond Shields at Edgeworth Law Offices, 
leaving the prosecutor’s bench to Franziska. Failing the forensics certification was 
a big blow to Ema’s confidence and pride, but she jumped at the chance to be part 
of something greater with the Yatagarasu, especially if it gave her time to work with 
people she was actually friends. 

Franziska was a little more hesitant on joining. She had just established herself 
within Interpol, and there was still that voice she could shake, slamming his 
disapproval into every choice she made. Of course, her father had been dead for 
many years, and she could sometimes hear the exact words he’d choose from 
time to time. 

Most days, that voice was quiet, and she was content with who she became in 
spite of it. 

“Of course he’d be proud.” Ema said, pushing her pink glasses up to the bridge 
of her nose. “We’re practically pros at this point.” 

Franziska chuckled, raising her teacup in a toast. “To think otherwise is 
absolutely foolish.” 


end 
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